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AUDnisya.Aiid. Couneellors at, Law,
fi..'tWOODSFIELD,:OHIOi s r
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Farrier ,"0 be nst e i n & C o.

Wholesale !and:JTleiail;iDea!ers',

Km a a iu, o,t o jj o h i o ;
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nd made; to order, parties are invited to call
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tourciiasin elsewhereV" ' " '
..i?.o-t'- .' :

.WOODSFIELD- -, MARBLE '

MR.0 , AJ
B. Keiihart Co.

,WPPDSFIELDtOJIIOu;;
prepared te furnish: ; ;sv

18 TOME. STONES,.
'S ... ; TABLE TOPS -

f !. i:i ! ' -- 'jMANTLES", H ;.. i- j

apd everything else ia the marble line, hop
one door south pf Kirkbride's" store .. ,u

;?n.iZUM'i
Jane 1$ 1860. ly. .r.'v

ONLY A YEAR.
; BT HR3. AXSA H. M. BKEWSTBR.

; "Only a year since , we married! I do
not believe Belle cares a whit for me. I
wonder how she would take the news if
she were to hear I was dead? In this
same infernally cool way of hers, I sup-
pose, which is enough, to drive a man
mad." . ' . , : ; : ..'
- Fred Field muttered this, as he walked

bullenly down the path leading to hissta
bles one fiue July morning.

-- r!"Jim,' i3 mj, buggy .ready? .Why. did
you put that mare in?';',

"The Judge is - so. skittish, sir; them
there crackers a,-f- ly in', about the streets
and all the Fourth doia's don't help him
no how, so I thought I'd"; ;t

''Take the mare :out! I wish to drive
Judge, pnd bring him to the library gal-

lery when you have him ready."
. No od in Fred Field's, establishment

disputed .with-hira- r especially, when he
spoke in that low, decided tone, not even
his old .and indulged servant, Jim. As
Fred the house, his wifc,a fair,
graceful woman, met .hire; and said in .a
smiling, half:playful tone of command,
that any one but an. angry husband would
have known was meant to hide deeper
feelings, which she was : as much too shy
as too proud to display ? ?

. v- - '
- "Fred, I see your buggy coming up.

You may drive me' over ;to the Hall.' I
must be there at tea o'clock, to meet the
ladies' dinner committee."

Then order the carriage, if you cannot
walk. I have no time to take you.".

i There was a strange expression on the
young wife's facer when her husband went
into the library and slammed the door af-

ter him. -- ;She neither wept nor stormed;
a servant passing on the staircase, and

xjrder did not notice anything
amiss in the young mistress of the house;
but, co nmon .. shrieking and tears could
not hr.re expressed that anguish it was
anguish, not anger so there was no out-
ward sign, for Bello felt as if the hope of
life had left;her. ;: v

; The trouble was a trifle in the begin-
ning, but it' had gone on growinc: the
young wife had been provoking and a lit-

tle wilful;, the husband quick ,to take of
fense-an- unforgiving; thus, matters were
placed in a wofully tangled state.. There
seemed no path out of the trouble, too.
Belle was willing,even anxious. to advance
the whole way in the work of reparation,
and had done so in her own manner, .but
that manner was not pleasing to Fred,and
only made matters worse. , ..

; .Two obstacles stood in the road to re
conciliation. , Fred 'was. not disposed to
lookfover, the late difficulties eilently;
then worse; than all, he did not under-
stand the calm, reticent nature of his
wife. He had been prepared to show a
manly magnanimity over a little scene of
tears and reproaches; but Bellle never
made a scene about, anything,, and Fred
mistook her. cheerful silence and assumed
ignorance of the late disagreements, for
scornful indifference," a careless disregard
of his feelings and i false independence,
which he resolved to nip in the bud; thus
they groped along, going iarthcr and iar
ther from each other, in the
misunderstanding

- Belle went up to her bed-room- ,r where
she attended ta some household matters,
mechanically; gave1 various orders to the
servants, and then prepared for her walk.
She looked very: pretty as she ' stood be-

fore the glass, arranging the light brown,
wavy rolls of hair,; and pulling'over the
low but broad brow, a modest "sun-rise- "

hat, whoso soft white feather suited well
the fresh beauty of its wearer. -

"Only a year married," she kept think- -

in;, "and this is the end ot lt! ' now am
, 'I to bear it?" f ' '

"Mrs. Maull and Mrs. Foster is in the
parlor ma'am," a servant reported.

'Cousin: Fred told lis you intended
walking" over' to the Hall this morning.so
Jane and I thought we would call for
ycu," was Bessie Maull's greeting
i 'Thank you; ;I1imglad to bavc com- -

Fred'had his' wagon full of girls,"
saidBessie,' as the three were en their
wayt "and-Jan- Foster told him'jit seemed
as if the old days had come back when he
was a

- rFred always was popular with the
nirls, was Mrs. Foster s remark.

"No wonder," replied Belle, "he is so
agreeeble, or at least I think so.

.'4 You should have made him-driv- e you
over thi hot morning," said: Bessie
. "And deprive me of such pleasant so- -

n T . J )" ..l.J T7kl1 ntlwieijr as uauo auu juut uiicu iiCnivu
a-- little 'cool laurrh. '

They leached the Hall rust as ired
Field drove up with a fmh bevy of pretty

chatterers! 5 ' '; :

Now, girls, said he, stoutly "1 6hall
not fetch another one-o- f you; you need
mrfcssk rrie1 Ybii navi kept me anxious
all the time"; f' Judge-- " is'; lue lis inaster,:..' n:iT;' t n'.i- - " i e
mis morning a nine EKuusn aaa out 01

humor.", . ,

He turned and saw bis wife looking
apparently .very much amused: Tier face
naa lusi me cooi smue mat irritated mm
most. ...Old Dr. Hale Btecned out of the
gay crowd, that hat gathered, in Jront ot
the Halrentrance, and said , v,.'

"Belle'; rou'are a paragon of wives, to
Wtyoufbusband be so attentive to these
yong" butterflies.".', '

', '

"Oh,'' replied Belle shaking bands with
him, "we married ladies ought to be gen
erous," Uncle Hale, in order to show the
girls how useful and; agreeable husbands

' '- - L.i " 1 n l '
mo, bo vuaii me poor, . single ieuows may
:et wives,',' . c-...-

.The girl3 began .xaU.ior.al at once on
. ..ll. 1 'nil. I !me inejtiiausume gUDjcct ot ntter lnau-ferenc- e

U marriage, unalterable determi-
nation to be old maids, etc etc. Ia the

clatter, Fred Field leaned over the Bide of
the buggy, as if to arrange something,and
said to Belle, unheard by the others

"Probably, 'if you had known, a year
agoi how agreeable I was going to prove,
you would not have taken me?"

"Probably not," answered Belle, play-
fully; but obstinate, angry Fred, thought
she meant taunting assent.

"1 wish to God you had it to go over
again," he muttered hotly, his fine black
eyes fairly blazing with rage.

"Auien!"' responded Belle, sadly, and
drawing up her scarf went into the Hall,
followed by the other ladies, while Fred
and the Judge flew off down the street as
if stung by the same torpedo. A crowd
of pretty questioners met Belle as she en-

tered the room, for she was as popular as
her husband. " -

: "Mrs. Field is not the room decorated
nicely?'5 '

"Give us some avdico about this table,
Belb."

: "Cousin Belle, how shall we arrange
the flowers? Don't you think a large bo-qn-

et

for each table will be better than
several smaller ones?"

There was to be a soldiers' Reception
the next day the Fourth of July and
the ladies were superintending the ar--

rangements for a dinner that was to be
The above important questions

answered, each one went to work; but a
brisk conversation was kept up on vari-

ous Bubjects by old and young.
Girls.what are you wrangling about;

asked one of the ladies, of a party that
were engaged over a huge boquet of flow

ers, but had stopped work in the ' heat of
their discussion.- - ....

Ye are scolding nallie King for flirt
ing with Birkett Ames; .she knows that
he is engaged. '

. .: :

"Fie, Hallie," said Belle, jestingly.
"Oh, Mrs. Field, you need not take me

to task," retorted the 6aucy girl; "I had
ustas ' much of a flirtation with tred

Field when he was engaged to you "
"Had you? replied the lmperturabie

Belle. "Then all I can say, my dear, is.
that when a girl shows such a fondness
for the property of others, there is little
ikeuhood of her having any possessions

of her own."
"Hallie's reply and the triumph of her

companions were cnecKea ty a crasning
noise and cries of terror in the street.
They rushed to the windows,' and saw a
broken bujrgy, a horse lying nai on the
ground,' and some terrified men carrying
a senseless body into the news depot, op-

posite. : ' l-

"Wh& is it?" asked several.
"That is Charley Fisher's horse."
"No, it is not. It is Mr. Miller's bug

gy, and his man has been thrown out and
killed." . ' ''

"Yes, it is his black man, Sara," said

Bessie Maull. She turned and faced her
cousin's wife,who looked as if transform-
ed to stone or chalk. - Bessie was a kind
little woman,though she would tease Belle
once in a while.

"Fred's wife' she would say apologet
ically, "i3 such a tantalizingly ' cool crea
ture, she provokes one. ' ,;;

But now every warm emotion in ncr
nature is stirred up. -

,

"It is Miller's black Bam," she repeat
ed. "Indeed, indeed it is, Bell."

"No," said the young wife, in a moan
mg tone,'that made them all shiver,-- no,
it is not. It is Fred. I saw himl

She rose up irom the seat to which she
had tottered the instant before, and put
ting on her hat and scarf left the room,
before the startled women could say a

word
"If 6he did 6ce him," screamed a dozen

voices ''how could sue Know mm: oucn
a mangled face! Why, one could hardly
tell if it were white or black!'

"Did ever any one see so cool a woman
as Mrs. Field?" asked another; "1 believe
the Millennium might burst on. her with
out disturbing her equanimity."

Ob. don t say that, cried Uessie, sob
bin;? as if her heart would break. "Shen
feels as much as all of us put together
And with this reDentaut! confession of
faith in 'Fred's wife,' the little, inipulaive
woman rushing out of-- the room ran down
stairs, filled with one idea to '.help
Belle. As she reached the Hall entrance,
she saw her son Frank driving his cousin
Belle up the hill, towards her home.

"I told her she had better get out of
this crowd,' said Bessie's brother,Captain
Hale. '"She can do no good. We are
going to take poor Fred right up.'

- "it is urea, ineni uo, raarry is it so
bad?'- ;. ' ; :

"Very, very bad, Bessie. 1 afraid he
will never revive.' ' '

Bessie plunged impetuously through
the crowd into the news depot. ;

' "Come, out, little wife. There, there,
dear,do not sob so bitterly. He is breath-
ing, and Unele Hale thinks if we can get
him home, he may be able to save him,'
said Mr. Maull; as he helped Bessie out
of the crowd, soothing and quieting her.
"Yes, yes, dear, be is not dead. Go tell
poor Belle.' But do not walk up that
hot hill. - You will kill yourself.' -

His wife made no reply, but still weep-

ing, flew like a bird up the steep hill, to
carry the good news of Fred's being alive
to Belle, as some little atonement for her
many teasing acts, which bow came back
on her remorseful conscience with redoub-
led forco. T. '

. 7
Poor Belle! , As ' Frank Maull drove

her home, she seemed to grow colder and
colder. - ':A- !,', ..

"We parted in anger!' was all she could
think..- - She said not a word,- - nttered no
moan, shed no tear, but sat upright, gaz
ing straight before her, out ef eyes that
Iopked.like guttering blue ice. ;

'To my dying day,' said Frank Maull,
afterwards, "I shall remember cousin
Belle's face. I gave only one look back
at her. that was esough.. She was worse
than a dead woman'.'

'

Bessie Maull fonnd Belle standing
deathly still in her bed room, ner star-
tled maid was putting away the hat and
scarf in the wardrobe, looking sideways,
with a keen, questioning eye at her mis
tress, whose strange paleness and cold
eyes alarmed bet. She whispered to Bes-

sie, as she passed her
"What is the matter Mrs. Maull? Mrs.

Field has. not spoken a word since she
came in.'. . .

'

i ;

'. "Oh, it is not bo bad as we thought,
Belle,' sobbed Bessie. "They are bring-
ing him home. Uncle Halo thinks he
can save him. Come, Katie,' let us help
31 rs. Field get the bed ready.; :Mr. Field
is badly hurt and will be here soon.'

Belle did not even then give up; with
dry eyes she summoned. the servants,gave
orders, arranged the. bed, had hot and
cold water prepared, ice and bandages
ready, and Bessie was a tender, tearful
little help to her. Presently they heard
the slow rumble of vliecl9,then the heavy
groping steps of men carrying a dead
weight through the hall, and up the stair
case, and whispers of 'take care,' 'mind
the turn.'-'that'- s right,' and Fred iield
was laid upon his bed, a half dead body!
The room was cleared; even Bessie, who
wished to do everything, was taken out,
but the pale, quiet wife,whose fiand3 were
icy, it is true, but so very steady that she
could give efficient help; to Uncle Hale in
his painful work.was the only one retain
ed by him, for Dr. nale loved Belle dear
ly, and understood her better than any
one in her husband's family,

Days of great danger followed,-whe-

life just flickered on the lips: but Fred
Field was a strong man; and nature came
swiftly to bis rescue, A fortuight after
the horrible accident which had brought
him so near death, he opened his eyes on
Belle, who stoof beside him with a face
that seemed gazing out of a cavern. -

"A have had a tough tussle for hfe,have
not Belle?' he said, in a weak whisper,

as ho drew her. haggard' face down to his
with trembling grasp. Belle could not
speak; she tried to smile, kissed him and
smoothed his pillow; Fred turned his
head over to the cooi place, and thought,
almost said aloud .

"Thank Heaven! Belle is not a tragic
woman., it sue were to mate a scene
over me. now, , I believe it would kill me;
but her coolness and silence will build a

fellow up." ,

He looked at his wife gratefully, and
was lulled bacK into a sweet, restoring

eep,' by the cool touch, - of her steady
hands ou Ms aching brow and face,as she
renewed the wet cloths and administered
silently to his comfort. Nor did Belle
Field break down when the danger was
over, as the . Doctor' and Fred feared.
Such women rarely do. They go on.bear-in- g

crisis after crisis, until someday at
mid-lif- e, when everything is calm about
them, each one sitting down to enjoy the
harvest of youth, while overlooking the
coming-young-one- s planting their life
fields then a heart trouble springs up, a

mysterious come and go, of the pulses.
and the strong, steady mother and wue,
who had borne like a sturdy oak so many
blows that even those who had loved her
most tenderly thought her immortal and
invulnerable. suddenly fails,; sinks down
before them and is gone, leaving a void
no human being can fill to her family,--

We shall not follow Belle Field to that
period of her life. Maybe it never came
We fancy not, for Fred was very careful of
her.in all their, long future. This peril
ous accident had discovered to both the
hidden springs of each other's character,
A true respect and even thankfulness for
Belle's reserved, self-containe-

d' nature
sprang up in Fred's head and heart,while
a thrilling' appreciation of Fred's fiery
spirit pulsed through her. There never
was any explanation; once, and once only,
did I1 red allude to the past. It was one
evening when they were out driving the
second annidersary of the sweet,June day
of their. bridal. ,

"Just two years, Belle,' said Fred, as
he reined up Judge at the summit of a
little hill, to look at a glorious sunset.?
"Just two years, wife, and whatever we

might have felt this time last year, I do
not think either of us would undo it

' ' ' ' ''now.' -

Judge started forward a pace or two, a
fly had stung him,and lielle, ghastly pale
gasped out ' -

"Oh; I red never speak of that again!
Fred looked away, and drove on in si

lence for awhile. " The first words he
spoke were very practical.

"How well the fields are looking. ' We
shail have a fine harvest."

But when he reached home, and lifted
his wife out on the ! door steps, there." in
sight of the, sileut stars, and the cool still
noss of , the , vine covered gallery, with
June roses and blossoms pouring out a
libation of odor around them; Fred, held
Belle for an instant close to his heart.lift
ed her calm fair face to his, and kissed
her without saving-- a word; then husband
and wife entered their bea"utiful home,and
met life and the world with as firm faith
and' trust in eaeh other as if they had
exhausted hours of poetical explanations,
and morbid scenes ot .iorgivings and re
pentings.

Death or King Leopold. Leopold,
King of Belgium, died a few days' since
at the age of seventy-nve- . tie was one
of the oldest and shrewdest of Europe
an monarchs. tie has Deen to some ex-

tent 'mixed ud' in the Mexican ' scheme
with Louis Napoleon, and furnished Max
imilian with the Belgian contingent to
augment his forces. In this, view the
death of. the old King of Belgium assum
es some political importance. His eldest
son, Louis. Duke of Brabant, aged abbu
31, succeeds to the throne. . ; . , ?

.EgCThe man who ; takes things easy--

the .city pick-pocket- y ., tJ

i From the New Yoik Ledger.

T II A X It 8 G I V I X G,

BY AMY. RANDOLPH.

Itwasagreat red brick farm-hous- e,

one side all covered with the scarlet fes-

toons of, a luxuriant Virginia creeper,
and white doves fluttering fitfully round
the eaves a farm-hous- e that had been in
the Jaycex family for full one hundred
and fifty years, and yet wore an aspect of
thrifty comfort that did one's heart good
to see. To be sure the ceilings were low,
and the . window-pane- s small, and the
floor-boar- neither oak nor walnut, but
plain hickory, but what did
Theron Jaycox care for that? Where
was the'use of mere outside show, when
all the neighbors knew perfectly well
that Theron Jaycox was the richest man
n all the country side? v

"Theron!"
Helen, Jaycox came bursting into the

ro6m, a slender, spruce old maid, with
glossy, reddish hair, and a trim figure
completely eclipsed in the
drapery of a blue checked bib-apro- n.

There was flour on her bared arms and a
general atmosphere of cloves and cinna-
mon and allspice about her, that plainly
betokened the arrival of baking day, even
if the red glare of the cavernous oven in
the kitchen beyond had not added its

testimony. -

"What is it, Helen?"
Theron Jaycox is our hero, but he is

neither young nor handsome only a
stout stalwart fellow of y,

with locks brown and shining as a newly
ripened chestnut, clear hazel eyes, and a
complexion tbat has been bronzed by all
the harvest winds that sweep across his
wide lands. -

'

"We must have a Thanksgiving dinner
for Thursday, Theron."
r,"What? all alone by ourselves, Nell?''

, "Why not?, It doesn't seem right to
let the day, slip by, like the other three
hundred and sixtv-fou- r. Just let me
have my own way for once, and you shall
see what 1 can do in the cranberry tart
and pumpkin pie line!" .

"As if J. doubted your proficiency,
Nell 1" .... :.

"And such a turkey as I'll roast for
you to say nothing about chicken pies
and .baked ducks, ' and everything else
that's nice I Theron, don't vou remem
ber the last Thanksgiving day that ever
our dear mother was alive, when we had
the, great "pyramid of. late roses, and
chrysanthemums in the middle of the
table, and Squire 'Maynard s family were
here, and - . ,: ; :

Helen Jaycox checked herself sudden-y- ,
while the deep crimson suffused neck

and brow and cheek with its burning
tide. But Theron quietly took up the
dropped thread of her speech..;

--"And Alice Kearney yes, I remem
ber it very well. I question if I shall
ever forget that day, Helen !"

or one instant Helen s dark eyes met
her brother's: both were suffused with a

mist of tears. Then she hurried , back
into the bright kitchen. .,

V.Why did I recall that' day, of all
others to his memory ?" she said to her-- ;

self, as she sifted sugar and rained down
spices, and stirred in bloomy raisins.
"He loves her yet he never loved any
one else in all the world and yet she
threw his heart's devotion away like a
broken toy,-- and ran away with the worth
less actor just when poor Theron's hopes
were brightest., .How could shel oh, how
could she? ,1 wonder what has become
of her, now whether, she is dead orliv
ing ! 1 How beautiful she looked tb?t day

the rose in her hair was not. half as
pink as her cheek, and her eyes were just
as blue and deep as I"haye seen the sky
look after a thunder-showe- r. I don't
wonder that Theron loved her and yet
when I remember how entirely she has
blasted his whole life, I am . tempted to
hate her 1

So it dawned bright and cloudless, that
Thanksgiving day, , with sunshine that
rose up in the blue, zenith like great bil
lows of gold, and a wind that was sharp
and merciless as s knife 1,

"You are not going , to the city this
mornipg, Theron?", , . .;:

For the little wagon was at the door
with the black ponies before it, and The
ron Jayoox was buttoning his brown over-
coat, while Helen - bad ran out to the
gate., ; : ,,. ;

"Yes, I am, Nelly."
. "What for?" . ;

.'

"I have business to transact, and more-

over, Nell, who knows but I may bring
home with me some poor soul to whom
the abundance of our Thanksgiving din-

ner; may seem like
'

the Land of Plenty
itself?",.,:.,:;. ; s ,: ' ;

v. Helen was silent.
''Theron," she said at last, as ho took

the reins in hi3 fur-glove- d hands, "I do
wish you would get married.",

"I shall never do that, Nelly." ;

. "Never , Theron?" 6he pleaded. .. ,

"Never, Nelly. We must be contented
to keep one another company for the rest
our lives as old batchelor and old maid,
dear IV -
s. He smiled down upon her as he drove
away, but it was not a cheerful smile, and
Helen; went in with a chill round her
heart 'that was not the touch of the bitter
November wind. :

'Mamma oh, mamma,' I am so cold 1"

, "Button your jacket up to your throat,
and sit in the sunshine that will make
you warmer 1", '

,:VTbero is no more obal, ;Willie.'' .

"We could buy some, mamtna; Mrs.
Jones bought a whole . wheelbarrow full
yesterday." - , .

' - ;

"But Mrs. Jones' had money,, my' sop,
and we have none." '

; Willie Hardwicke looked piteously up
into his mothers face as he strove to

warm his little purple hands by thrusting
them into the breast of his worn jacket,
Ho was a palid,yellflW-haire- d ehild, with
big blue eyes and a sensitive mouth; a
child who might have been beautiful, had
his lot been cast in life's sunshine, but
who was now pale and pinched, like a
plant that has grown in the dark, itri 1

Mrs. Hardwicke sat by ' the window of
her cramped attic room; there was just
jroom enough for her to Bit upright where
the ceiling sloped down to the dormer
window; embroidering a net work ofwhite
lilies on an infant's sacque of blue merino!.
She had been very beautiful once she
was lovely even in the midst of her pov-
erty and endurance. 1 ? ,',

"Mamma." . resumed ; Willie, after a
moment's silent watching of the eold sun-
shine that rippled - over - the floor at his
feet, "did you knew that to-da- y was
Thanksgiving Day ?"

"Yes, Willie.'-- ' . f
- ':

"And Mrs. Jones has got such a beau
tiful big turkey in her oven, and a great
mince pie ! Oh, mamma, X wish we had
a turkey I get so tired of bread and mo- -
asses I

.

Mrs. Hardwicke bent down to press
tier lips to W lllie 8 blue-veine- d ; fore
head. '

' . ;. , ,

"My poor little boy !" . .

"I stood at the door and watched Mrs.
Jones's turkey ever so Ion?, mamma it
ooked 60 nice in the big pan until fhe

told me she couldn't have little boys
around, and ; to go off and stop staring I

Mamma, when you get the money for that
sacque, can we have, a turkey a very
utie one, mamma i

"Hardly, Willie; the thirty cents must
buy bread and coal." y :

'Wouldn t you like a turkey, mam
ma ?" - -

' ,
"Very much, Willie."
"How much would one cost?
"I don't know two dollars, perhaps.

What is the use of asking such quesV
tions?" '"...

She spoke a little impatiently, and
Willie sat silently looking: at the floor a
few minutes and then got up and weut
out, a great ambition stirring in his little
heart. , . i

I can sell thergold chain and cross
mamma gave me, and buy a turkey," he
thought. "I cried when she wanted me
to sell itbefore,butI'm two months older
nowl" :. .. . , --

Ard Willie marched down stairs hold
ing his head very high iu the air, and
ieeling painfully ; coascious of his . ad-

vanced age." - .; , '

'The stores are aU-alm-
t; I didn't think

of. that," pondered Willie, with a pang
ot disappointment, shrinking and shir
ering as the biting gusts sweDt down the
streets. "Uut 1 could stand on the cor
ner and offer it, as Billy Jones does his
newspapers. . ; ,; ;. ;k .;

But Willie found it not so easy to at
tract the attention of the busy throng
who eddied perpetually ; past his "cor
ner. .

, "Please, sir, will you buy my " ;
"Out of the way, boy 1" , ,

And tho two gentlemen nearly over
turned Willie, as they rushed across the
street. .. ,. '

"Lady, please to buy my chain it's
onlv two dollars." .

"Two dollars for a brass thing like
this ! it's jokin' you be " ejaculated the
stout Irish woman, with a passing glance
ot contempt; and she, too. went on her
way. . ., v,

'.
; ,.

"Sir,
.

please
. .

"
'

, ..
:

'
.

r
.

m 1 1 ' a t"lace care, nme onei i came very
near running over you.

Theron Jaycox lifted Willie up,and set
him good humoredly on his feet. .,

"Are you all right now? What cry
ing? Did I hurt you?" .. .

. For. the tears were , making two little
crystal channels down Willie a, cheeks
as he stood, skivering and trembling, on
me pavement. .

"No, 6ir not much; but but I've
dropped my gold chain."

'Dropped it? Where?' . .' '.- -

And lheron Jaycox bent down, to
search for what he supposed to be some
little gudec toy.

"Here it is just ready to slip down
into the grating. Hallo! it s real gold.
; 'Yes, 6ir it is, said Willie, with re
newed hope.:' "Would you please to buy
itr , . , .. S, ,

' But Theron Jaycox was not paying at
tention to the chads words. The ho
flushes were reddening across bis cheeks.
as he recognized the antique pattern o

the twisted gold cross that hung, by
slender ring, from the chain;

'It cannot be the same,' 'he murmured
half aloud, 'and yet I could have sworn
there were not two just alike in the world
Where did you get this, little.one 7

Mamma gave it to me, when 1 was
seven years old.' said Wille, watching the
golden gleam of the ornament, h as itlay
ia Jaycox s hand.: .

'And who is your mamma?' ..

. 'She is Mrs. Hardwicke, sir; and lam
Willie Kearney Hardwicke. : ; i

Jaycox bit his lips he could almos
feel himself turn pale-- .

'Why do you want to sell this chain
Willie?'. '

; ; ,

'We are so tired of bread and molasses.
sir; and mamma has no money but .thirty
cents; and I wanted a turkey for Thanks
giving so much I ,,"r

a 'And you shall- - have it' said Theron,
closing his hand within his fur-line- d

glove. 'Come, Willie, I am going home
with you. :,, ; ' : -- 't

'Mamma never soes company since
papa died,' said the boy, solemnly. .

i 'She'll see me, I think.' .'

Tberon Jaycox took : Willie ' Hard
iricke up in his arms, and pat him down
among the buuaid robes.

Now, henr tell me which way to
drive? .'..-'Thero-

' ; . .'. ..'

r
Alice' Hardwicke sat in: the middlaof

jthd roem;.'-shadin- ; her eves with' one
white; trembling hand,-a- s if . her rpji
lover's-ac-

e were an 'apparition 'fioaijha '

other yrodd: ' J J' !. ,

iMy love jmy Alice I i?hat-yoti shonll
haye come to,, this but' it uaivet BOW.
We . will begiathe - world ; aneWt-

- Alice '

My dearest ahall it .be bo?1,vc
'Oh, Theron, I .did niof itink ott

could eyerj havegiyen.ma.a '

'Dear deafyT&iijnMui'lJtjQt
'tFe dinner, most jCertalnly wilt be spoil
ed, if TJaerph don'tt'jjiaka Zlis appea-- t

ance pretty soon Hark! 1 la's' coming
nowl'1 ' s --"''- ; ..

. And she ran out td greet Uhe comings
roll of 'vbeeU,' ? W

'Theron 1 why, Theron,-.who- . is'that.
with you?'

'My wife, Nelly and nojcij
"

t.
" "" "'four wife?'

i was marnea , inis , morning. Kivte
Alice & kiss of welcome, dear 1'

And Helen, with a little cry of, recog-
nition, clasped, Alice in her arms, forgiv,
ing:- - V".. .' -

r: '.; :'; . . 'y
'Oh, Alice! l am so glad! Bo'gladl0
Little Willie feasted right iroyallronT

the Thanksgiving turkeys thit hadwbeenT
the pride of Miss. Helen Jaycox's cuUnalf
ry heart, that dayt '

,
'

. . ,
And when at last: he fell asleep,' Vritb,

his head on Ellen's lap, in the ' bright
glimmer of the pine-log- - fire, Bhe leanedL--

softly ; aeross to put her cheek ;on Jier
brother's shoulder. - 4

'Theron," do you remember whatfy6ur
said to me this morning? ' "

lUn .(9) ' . '!.;
'That you never, never should marry?

that we were destined to be old bachelor ,,
and old maid for the rest of our lives.'- -

'Circumstances alter cases, Nell l';" '

He answered Helen's words; but ho?
ooked straight into the deep,! blue-- lightT

vi uia mice ejea ,,:

iTliat a Rum-Sell- er Contributes
: .. ,; ; to Soctetj". ,1$ f

Every individual in, society is expectecT
tocontributjsomething : to "its advance-
ment and interest. We remember-- ' tI
hiive read, years ago, of a GOtripaay of rr

tradesmen who had united themselves, fo
gether in a mutual benefit .society ' and
each One to relate' 'what he could eontrib- -

uteto its support. 7 "First the Iiicksnjith'
come forward and 'aaid: "Gentlemen. La
wish to became a member.of your a?0;-- .j

ciation. . . .

"Well, what can you do?" 1

'0h, I can iron - your carriages.
your horses and bake all kinds of imple
uients. &:i'.5 "!- - .tutti

"Very well; come in Mr, Blacksmith.'Vi
The mason applied for admission into,--4

the society. : - '

"And what can you do,' 9trv--;

"I can build your- - barns and 'honses,
stable and bridges." : ? - - mui ii

"Very well, coeae id: we can " not 4 dot
with e ut yon.' -- ;:- J i-- s ulrrf

Along conies the shoemaker and tnjsPt
"I wish to beccmo ai mcaborof yottf

society. ..-.- .";-

"Well,: 'what can yotf for?.. !J i
"I can make boots and shoes for yon,.''
"Come in, Mf.?' Shoemaker? wel faust

haveyoai'-:--.-vf;-- i U
In turn all the : different tradcaapd-- f

professions applied:, lastly an individual
came ia who wanted to become a mem-
ber. --' ; - - -- 'r ; n

"And what fttaout' !

; tatwH
"I am a rum: seller," ';;. ti-tif- l

"A rumseller t and what can .yqa da?T,t

"I can build "jails v and prisonsr'ano!
poor-houses- !" ,J;T" 7 ' -

"And is that all?'' - ; ' "4- - .
"No, I can fill themi'l cau fill y out I

jails , with criminals,' your ; prisoB vwillg?

convicts, and. your, poor houses with, paas
rr" .... - J .,

"And what else can yeu do r '

"I can bring the gray ihairs' of th--

aged, to the grave with sorrow; Is cast
break the heart of .the wife, and blast tin ,
prospects, of the friands: of talent,, and
fill the land with mdre thaa th tea

of t l )plagues Egypt."
'ls that alj .you can do T" .t , ,r?.

"Good heavens P cried the rumseller.--

Mis not that enough ? ...; ; i

Sayings of Josh Billings.

It is highly important that when a man. :

makes up bis miod ta become a raskal. K

mat ne wouia examine nisseu cioseiy
and Bee if he ain't' better'cohstituted for
a phool.--.- ' .!" !"4-i;u- .

I argy in this way If a, man is right;
ho kant be too radical; if he is wrong, he
Kant be too consarvautf.

Wheu you pra, pra right at ihe" bull'a T

r'--
;- ;i!saeye; -- -'

It is a very delicate job tew forgive ar
man without lowering hiavin his tiwivjs-timashu.-a,

and yours tew.j ,
fi' It iz admitted now" by everybody thai

a man wbo can gitlat" on berloby sasisa
ges,-- has got a gooddcal of dorg in him.t

No man.loves to get beat, but its bieVU
ter to be bored with an-- inch orger than It

gimblet, o ;

Don't mistake arrogance for wisdom,
many people thought they wux wixe whea ,

they wus only windy - 'tiiai
, Men ain't apt to be kicked out f geol.

society for bein rich. : l
The road to L Kuin is' always tepV ta

good repair, and the taverns pay the x1
penses'oy it. U 'y. - 'virt-ss?- I

The only profit there is iiv keeping,
more than one dorg.is what yoa can. make,

v 'on his board. ; . ;
,f

- Honesty ; is the poorrcaas port and
the white man's pudding.

There is a luxury in sometimes feeling
lonesum." '. "'"'.".""

- A voung swell in London who dissi-- c

pate a fortune of $30,000 pe year, now.
learn; 5 a week a& a ttage driver. r. :

w
:rrst:..-

1


